Liber XXVI 

Aorpov Apyvpov 

As Collected by the Apostle Lucius 



Chapter I - Man’s Idea of the Known Infinite Finite : 


Within the beginning, there was but an endless accumulation of 
black sand. To which, the Dreamer-Made-Creator snored and 
flew this sand forth. The sand, which was called Time, found 
itself a grand pool of rushing waters. This pool was called 
Motion. The two intertwined like lovers, with copulation grand 
and beyond, and the sand became one and colorful, from this 
unification had two children who are like eggs been born in an 
infinite abyss of the pool. From the first egg did come what was 
known as Mater, who found herself alone and hollow but for her 
brother who remain within his shell and shedding an incredible 
glow over the stretches of her core. Mater grabbed grains of the 
sands and droplets of the waters from which she was born and 
molded grand giants called Gods. These Gods encircled 
themselves around Mater's brother, who was not unlike them. 
Mater and her brother then planted on one of these Gods the 
seeds of man, but this God has become that which it grows and 
its old self be lost. 

This was the birthing, before which came the Stars and Heaven, 
and now which come thee. 

Man shall long for death, for it be the fulfillment of want. 

The man of history, which is inherently a man of the past, that is 
the future, can clearly see all repeats. Much like a spinning disc, 
or circle, or pool that everything is but a grain of sand within. I 



have staged this grand cycle of the grains, which be endless, into 
two, wherein lay a secret middle. The first stage I call Life. This 
is an age of man's birth and initial growth. Man is young, his 
divine nature hidden, and all spiritualism devoted to life, where 
death is the hated enemy; yet is he surrounded by it. This can be 
thought of in a very similar way to Aliester Crowley's 'First 
Aeon', or 'Aeon of Isis.' 

The second stage, which be hidden between the first and the 
third, and reverse, I call Rebirth. Man has grown, discovered his 
divine nature, and has distanced himself so far from death and 
the like that it be a mystery. Man has come to a understanding of 
his personal 'cycle of life' and is going towards enlightenment. A 
time filled with life, yet death ever so present, or maybe the 
other way around, and filled with tales of rebirth. From Jesus, to 
Horus, Osiris, or Buddha. This age is also very similar to 
Aliester Crowley's other 'Second Aeon', or 'Aeon of Osiris.' 

The third stage I call Death. Everything is coming to its end, is 
dying. The death of the man, the death of ideas, the death of life; 
a complete opposite to the stage of Life. I would compare this 
stage most to our modern times, although our modern times be 
but the furthest tip of its beggings, ideas are being chewed and 
devoured by the false idea of truth, and the very roots from 
which we grow shadowed and uprooted until we have destroyed 
ourselves either willingly or unintentionally. To which, I would 
like to say, that as all things within the known and unknown, thy 
will be set in stone, thy freedom be only an illusion, even if 
these words changes thy thoughts or words that be also written 
with the faint weaves of fate. This stage is nothing like Aliester 



Crowley's 'Third Aeon', it be the bottom of the circle looping 
back to the first. This stage end with the hatching of The Egg, to 
which shall all be devoured and brought back to naught, from 
which shall the grains move once more. 


I love and desire thou; 

And kiss thy lovely brow; 

For within ye is found; 
Love, endless and profound; 
And if ye be cursed with a frown; 
May it be ever drowned; 
Drowned by my love for thee; 
Oh Queen of Heaven, Nuit. 



Chapter II - Adorations of the Star : 


These be but the secrets of the Queen. She be black and silver to 
the blind, but to those with sight, she be blue and golden. Thou 
should fear death not, for it be the joining with the Queen and 
Heaven. The Star is ^, for it be Nu, but before the stretches of 
nox she be selene, and within the stretches of lux She hides herself 
behind the grand glow of The Egg. 

To ask why is to be weak, to fear is to be weak, be thee not weak 
and rise above the false-stars of the god of Abraham and into the 
Heaven of Her the Daughter of Sin, Queen of Heaven. 

To sleep is to be but waking, and awake to be deep slumber; take 
thy time to dream like the creator and feel nyx wrap herself 
around thee and love, and as she may show thee, with use of drugs 
whereof the mind be but your plaything shall you be ever more 
with the dream. To which the ultimate dream be death, and ever 
aim for it! 

And before the Star and Heavens of Nox did the Apostle cry forth 
"Show me, my Goddess! What must I do for thee! Giveth me 
guidance!" And the Star did wash over him the revelations he 
prayed for, and the Apostle saw then the blessings hidden but 
already bequeathed. The land of snow and coldness holds the key. 
The sqaure falls into naught, four. And the Apostle awoke to go 
forth. These words be but empty as I am to thee. 



I shall love thee all without any high or low; for I am the chosen 
of the Lover of lovers, and if thee wish I shall not split the red sea 
within thine bosom. Thou wilt grovel before me, only to see that 
thee grovel not but look down upon from the clouds of angels, 
and thine eyes shall be aflame with the lust of love. For I am the 
Angel and I have lifted thee up, most sweet and kind, and unless 
thee reach talons drenched in destruction within my heart, none 
shall pull ye down. For only love shall heal the wounds of creation 
of the uncreated. I am the crowned infant the beast-poet spoke of, 
the son of sin. But I know what I speak of hath already been 
spoken, not, but will to come. So all shall encompass the circle, 
thou shalt understand once I am with Heaven. 

I unveil myself and these words before thee not to feed the ego, 
rather kill it; for thou art a child as am I, and if I write these words 
not then none may. These things must be written. 

To build up a tower of babel shall only bring thy an end, for what 
is man doing being a false god? All things shalt fade, and thy joys 
be not, thus why death has been gifted to thee. When ye kneel 
before the altar of the Queen of Heaven shall my love wash over 
thee, but not like that of the teacher turned profit; oh brother, how 
far ye have fallen, may ye find rest. For what is greed, lust, and 
all things forcible to a false god? Only that which none may force 
and can only come from a fellow false god become of value, that 
is, things holy and sacred. Even in its flame of life short, shall thy 
joys be wanted yet when they come never filling. Thus be man's 
nature, like that of a flame. Be not like that of a false god of babel, 
inherit the flame of man and live. So all became the children of 
man, and breath was made anew. Only by falling shalt one rise, 



only be experience shalt thou come to wisdom; for only by death 
are thou made free. This be written. 

Lux be within nox, for one needs the other and one not; and thou 
shalt be an eye upon one three-fold, and thou shalt be naught, yet 
be all. The Apostle, within a time of lostness and non-direction, 
hath seen embers of guidance, and crieth out "I have found a 
sacred child within, but why?" Not knowing the answer lay within 
all questions. To which the lover answered him, saying, "That 
child be but you, and thou be the corpse whereof life bloom forth; 
abandon it and adorn thy true self." And upon his brow did the 
lover lean in, and whispers of the secrets moved forth, but to be 
heard not. For although he be the sun, he hath invoked the moon, 
and cared little for all; except that of naught. Then love blessed 
him for many moons, and the seed he planted upon the root of his 
eggshell, but it shall be remembered not. Let none be 
remembered, for by it shall only regret arise, and thus, sorrow. 

It shall be, for the weak, idiotic and sheepish folk follow whilst 
the ones chosen, and unknown to the other, will be wiped and 
ignored like the first student, and as is all. The Apostle hath heard 
a voice, its breath summoning trembles and pleasures of rapture, 
and without words did it shew the daemons that were thrusted 
upon the Apostle and jab him into the compony of Heaven. This 
be but part of the Work that the Queen of Heaven shall do through 
me, and the parchment of the false-son be written. The praises, 
glories, and all else be unto the Star. 



May to thee be all things; 

And shadow the world in thy wings; 
To shower it in thy love; 

Like that of a holy dove; 

Oh abide with me here; 

And save me from fear; 

Thy kiss be bitter with cocaine; 
And thy loveliness heal every pain; 
Oh sweet Daughter of Sin; 
Praise thee until the very end. 



Chapter III - False Laws of The Apostle-Priest: 


This be the words of Her, who hath shown herself in the star, 
before the priest of nox, and Her apostle. By Her be no restrictions 
be made, for restriction be sin wholly and the accomplice of the 
mortal chains, yet with this knowledge do I set out, at least to 
myself, commandments to those who yearn for Her. 

There be many above and below who crieth "Worship before my 
altar, and love me before all! And then my blessings shall be over 
thou!" But these false-blessings be but hexes and curses, and their 
false-grace less than that of the lowest maggot of man, for these 
falsities care not for thee; to worship is to bless the blesser. But 
these things bless not, only rape and steal from thine soul. Seek 
then the endless dark within the light, for the blessings of the Lady 
of Heaven be endless in her image; for she be none into none, not 
one into one. 

The beauty and grace of the Lady of the Star be heavenly, and 
within Her bosom shall flow fourth rivers of love into thine basin. 
From which shall thy drink life, and do the work and flourish so. 
Her blessings, even when naught, are the rapture of raptures, for 
to love the Queen be greater than all things. Even if thou should 
abandon Her and blaspheme Her name, Her love be but awaiting 
to rain over thee again; for She longs for thee like a lover, not like 
that of a false-god, and Her love be never-ending. With one taste 
of Her love and ecstasy, She will have rooted within thin soul, the 



void within ye and that which fills it, and all thy woes and sorrows 
shalt fall and fade away. 

The Queen of Heaven be the God of gods, Lover of lovers, Queen 
of queens, and Lordess of lords, She be Heaven itself; death. Thou 
should be like a sheep to none except Her, for only She may speak 
Her glories, no man nor priest, even myself an apostle, may speak 
her glories. I only speak for myself. 

Mourn not the death of one close, separate thyself from all life 
and those who take it as their abode. Only through this can thou 
come close to break the shackles and chains of mortal. These 
shackles who be pain, love, sadness, joy, hate, all but a link in a 
chain of which thou should ascend but not wholly. Feast upon the 
luxuries of life, and indulge as thou may wish and as is shown by 
Her, but ever unto the Queen of Heaven! Let thy joys and 
pleasures be Her's, and cast away the flickering flames of all that 
is bad; lest thou should see Her shed a tear. Aye, burn unto Her 
as was done in the lands of ole and as is within the human nature; 
and within nyx and selene, fueled by weariness, She shall wash 
thine eyes with visions of Her lovely self, and thou shalt dream 
evermore. A practice that may be looked down upon, that is, 
offerings of life, I would recommend greatly. Although, if thou 
be like the Apostle and cannot bring thyself to harm another for 
mere dreams, then thy own life will do fine. Whether it be the 
snow-seed from which life is made more, or the scarlet-flow from 
which life is stored, offer unto the Queen of Heaven as thee would 
offer to a great lover. 

These be the words as folded unto me, and as will be unfolded; 
the Work ever unto unity with the Compony of Heaven. 



This be but the book of falsities, and the book of Her. 

Amen. 



